SONGS AND LYRICS

To plain where is none ear
My chance is chanced so,
For it doth well appear
My friend is turn'd my foe:
But since there is no defence,
I must take patience.

Who would have ever thought

A heart that was so set

To have such wrong me wrought

Or to be so counterfeit?

But who that trusteth most

Is like to pay the cost.

I must of force, God wot,
This painful life sustain,
And yet I know not
The chief cause of my pain.
This is a strange disease,
To serve and never please,

I must of force endure
This drawght drawn awry,
For I am fast and sure
To have the mate thereby.
But note I will this text:
To draw better the next.
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THO* I can cot your cruelty constrain
For my goodwill to favour me again,
Though my true and faithful love
Have no power your heart to move-
Yet rue upon my pain.

Tho' I your thrall must evermore remain,
And for your sake my liberty restrain,
The greatest grace that I do crave
Is that ye would vouchsave
To rue upon my pain.